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factory, told about strikes in Petersburg and in the south
of Russia, and called on the workers to unite in defence
of their own interests.

Middle-aged people who were making good money at
the factory were furious.

"Troublemakers!" they said* "Ought to have their mugs
smashed for such things!'* And they took the leaflets to
theirJbosses.

The young people read them with enthusiasm.
"It's all true!" they said.

The majority of the workers, worn out by the daily
grind, responded apathetically,
"Nothing will come of it, It's impossible/*
But the leaflets caused a stir, and once when no new
issue appeared for a week, the workers said to each other,
aLooks as if they've stopped printing them,1"

The following Monday, however, new ones came out,
and the workers began to whisper among themselves
again.

At the factory and in the tavern appeared people
nobody knew. They kept looking about, sniffing and
asking questions, immediately rousing suspicion either by
their excessive caution or by the manner in which they
pried into everyone's business.

The mother realised that all this excitement was a
result of her son's activities. She $aw that people were
drawn to him, and her pride was mingled with anxiety
for his welfare.

, One evening Maria Korsunova knocked at the Vlas-
sovs* window, and when the mother opened it, said in a
loud whisper:

**Take care, Pelagea! The game's up! They're going to
search your hous'e tonight, and the Matins' and the Ve~
sovshchikovs* too."

Maria's thick lips slapped together quickly, she sniffled
through her fleshy nose, blinked iwct glanced first to one
side, then to the other, keeping her eye on someone out
in the street